FROM   BAKU  TO   TEHRAN

no-one is on board ship long enough to think it worth while
to chastise the cook except the Captain and the officers who
do not appear at table.'

At Baku I enjoyed the society of Ranald McDonell,1
who showed me many of the sights and some of the
amusements of that extraordinary place. It was not,
however, so attractive to me, even in his company, as
Tiflis, where I managed to spend a day and two nights
sightseeing and exploring. I have no diary for this period,
nor are my letters on record; I only remember the cosmo-
politan gathering in the hotel and in the various restau-
rants I visited and that the general impression left upon
me was that it was more Eastern than the East* I felt as
if I was in the plaster * Oriental Quarter' of an Inter-
national Exhibition where all the dresses and dishes,
designs and dialects are elaborately over-stressed. The
Orient, however, is not given to strong drink, and all
Tiflis seemed to reek of vodka. Had I not been alone I
might have stayed longer.

Then to Resht, under the care by a pleasant coinci-
dence of the same Captain as in 1907 and a 48-hour
drive by post wagon via Qazwin to Tehran, where
I was the guest in the Legation of Sir Walter and Lady
Susan Townley.

"They are most hospitable but I am always on thin ice as
he does not see eye to eye with Bushire and as Sir Percy's
Secretary I am very properly suspect.'

1 Author of a notable book, And Nothing Long (Constable, 1938). As
this is an autobiography I make no apology for quoting from page 168
the reference to myself: 'He was just A.T. then and nothing more ... I
have never met a young man with more vitality. ... To go near Mm was
like a tonic and one wondered whether he worked in his dreams/
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